FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
a city of half a million inhabitants would be barbarous?
Electric light had just been introduced. It is true that it
was still rather anaemic. The schools and university were
packed with students and there were fond hopes of obtaining
a grant of 500,000 dollars from the Boxer Fund for the
foundation of a library and a laboratory at the university.
My informant was Mr. G. C. Shui, the head of the Edu-
cation Office, a most sympathetic man whose son I had met
in Peking.
The streets of Lanchow are wide and lined with stalls that
have counters, with the stall-holders busy behind them.
Some of the porcelain and cloth businesses could almost be
called shops, for they had glass windows giving on to the
street instead of the classical wooden lattice with white paper.
Iii the square in front of the residence of the governor—
he refused the interview we had requested—a policeman was
insisting on loaded mules, cyclists (still a little wobbly on
their machines), rickshaws and vehicles of all kinds observing
the one-way traffic regulations.
Every day some readers in black satin jackets over a long
blue robe might be seen perusing the newspaper which was
pasted on the walls round the square. It was called The
North-West Daily and gave the latest information about the
Communist advance.
Lanchow even had its cinema—in a shaky-looking hut, I
have a strong suspicion that it was worked by hand. The
projection of some very scratched views of Shanghai was o
the palest. But to tell the truth, I was paying more attention
to the task of trying to follow our neighbour, a certain Mr.
Wang, who talked to us in very bad English, hinting all the
time at something not stated. Whether he was or was not a
police agent, he seemed to know that enquiries were being
made about us at Peking and that it would be five or six days
before we were told what was to happen to us.
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